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Fun Week by Week. 


By tHe Party ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.—Dined with the Whitefriars’ Club to-day—their 
annual dinner—though, I suppose, they dine more than once a year 
really. After dinner took a run over to Paris, while I smoked a 
cigar and had a look in at the Chamber of Deputies, where a royal 
row was going on over nothing in particular, I should say. As usual 
in Parliamentary life, all over the world a small party of rowdies 
upset the entire concern even to the extent of compelling the calling 
in of the military. Such a pretty sight. And yet—— 


DULCE ET UTILE! 
These petty party shindies curse 
The politician’s compass— 
Yet I, myself, am not averse 
To legislative rumpus ; 
If any nation once consents 
To break these little games up, 
However are the malcontents 
To get their precious names up ? 
Left the busy scene as soon. as the majesty of law and order had 
been vindicated by the recalcitrants being marched off with a guard 
of honour (as it were), and made off down to Battersea, and to the 
local Institute, where I helped Lord Russell of Killowen to dis- 
tribute prizes—one of our chief modern sports. 


Thursday.—Brought the Princess Beatrice of Battenberg up to 
Netley Hospital to interview the sick and wounded home from the 
war. Came to town again and spent the afternoon at the 
Continental Gallery among Munkacsy’s pictures. Dined with 
the Cabdrivers’ Benevolent Association, it being the Stormont- 





Saturday.—I’m taking Dr. Leyds round Europe on a chain— 
showing him to all the crowned heads. You know Leyds, the 
purveyor of the fictitious in Boer news and distributor of unholy 
largesse. Well, I’m showing him about. I’ve got him as far as 
Berlin—he thinks he’s come to congratulate the Emperor on his 
latest birthday! We’re off to St. Petersburg next. Having quite 
@ nice time, everybody much interested in my specimen. Saw the 
third contingent of the C.1.V. off to the South from Waterloo and 
Southampton with three cheers, and then scurried away up to 
Liverpool to do the same by the Sherwood Rangers (shades of 
Robin Hood and his merry men). Brave boys! May they all 
come back crowned with laurels! Finished up the evening at 
Brixton at the Press children’s party. 


Monday.—Went down to Osborne pretty early to confab with 
Her Most Gracious about her Speech for the opening of Pariia- 
ment. Got out a very well-turned document at last, which, we 
hope, will have a good effect. Don’t think there's much for C.-B. 
and his lot to work upon. Assisted the Princess Christian to distri- 
bute badges and certificates to the nursing sisters of the Imperial 
Yeomanry Hospital. Dined with the Local Government officers at 
the Holborn—also with Lord Salisbury, Mr. Balfour, Lord Kim- 
berley, and at a lot of other Parliamentary dinners. 


Tuesday.—Just went and saw Parliament properly opened, and 
then rushed off to the Hollingshead benefit, where spent a 
thoroughly enjoyable time, and was unfeignedly glad to see such a 
noble ‘* rallying round,” J. H. well deserving all the good opinions 
of his professional ‘‘ compatriots,’ so to speak. Here’s wishing him 
his ‘‘own good wish in every place,” and moreso. Attended an 
Irish meeting, where they all arranged to be united in future—the 
Irish areso humorous. Also ran round to the Academy and hel 
to elect three new A.R.A.’s. Then had another look in at Parlia- 











Murphy memorial dinner at the St. James’s Restaurant. Had a ment. Found them hard atit in the good old way. 
one Sete. FOR THE DESPATCH OF BUSINESS. 
Friday.—Helped H,R.H. to inspect and review five companies of The Parliament men of the Queen, 
the Imperial Yeomanry. Attended service with the O.1.V. (last Once more are assembled in session, 
detachment) at St. Laurence, Jewry, and afterwards dined with Once more will the struggle be seen 
them at the Mansion House. Dined also with Lord Rosebery and 'Twixt the “Outs” and the “ Men in Possession "— 
the Scottish Liberal Club in Edinburgh. This being the German Once more they’re “ all on to commence ” 
Emperor’s birthday, wished him many happy returns. The season of Government stalking, 
HOPES. The season of sound without sense, 
knot ; Small doing and plentiful talking! 
The Kaiser’s forty-one; _ Tux 8 me 
However we may rate him | POTTE es 
When all is said and done ee 7 ee eee a 
We must congratulate him. | A War Loss. 
With years he seems to gain . sa 
In calm and self-repression — | Crossing-Sweeper.—‘‘ Times are very ard, sir. 
No doubt he’ll soon attain Gentleman.—** Harder than usual ? ; 
To years of sound discretion. C.S.— Yessir; nearly all my patrons ‘ave gone to the front.” 
he anawerable for any contriputions, artis fic or lerary spontane yusly gent tn. No contributions can be returned 
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Cc. 1. V. 
First City Man.—“ Ta, ta! old fellow.” 
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Second ditto.‘ So long! See you in the Transvaal! ’’ 
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The Wooing of Adelgiza. 


A PASSIONATE BALLADE IN SIX 
FYTTES. 


Fyrre ye Sixtu (Part II.): Ye 
WeEppING BELLS. 


Tue Parson had the start, his tale 
He told with detail grim, 
Declared the rescue without fail 
Was all because of him. 
Then whilst she praised old Sermon- 


pump, 
And freely did outpour 
Her thanks—there came a sounding 
thump 
Crash on the outer door. 
Then entered fast those lovers twain, 
They did not stop to greet, 
But threw themselves with might and 
g/t main 
At Tabitha’s large feet. 
‘‘Behold, dear aunt,’’ the maid ex- 
claimed, 
‘‘The man who rescued me, 
For his reward my hand he claimed, 
He will my bridegroom be.” 
Upon the youth that spinster gazed, 
No wild words heeded she, 
“It is——_"’ she murmured, all amazed, 
‘‘Itis—I know ’tis he. 


‘‘ Tell me, young man, oh! tell me true, 
To still my fond alarm, 
Have you a clover leaf or two 
Stamped on your strong right arm?” 
‘‘ Indeed, I have—although just now 
To chow it you I can’t— 
’Tis there, I solemnly avow, 
And you’re—my long lost Aunt.”’ 


She fell upon his manly neck 
And dropped a silent tear, 
“Your happiness I will not check, 
Bless you, my children dear.” 


Her gleaming eyes on Titus fell, 
She said, ‘Tis hardly fair 

For one wedding to ring the bell— 
Why can’t we have a pair ?”’ 


** With all my heart,” the Parson said, 
‘*T’ll marry you with glee, 

I dread a sad old age unwed, 
You’re just the wife for me.” 


He thought, “ Though I did ever love 
Fair Adelgiza best, 

Still, though her Aunt’s an ancient dove, 
She’ll feather well my nest.” 


Then, while the wedding bells do ring 
With many a merry chime, 

Those happy lovers ring their belles, 
And finish off my rhyme. 














War-Wires at the “ Hip.” 


FROM LIONS TO LION: FROM “ MILLIONAIRE” TO 
“ BEGGAR.” 


a 

WHILE the wondrous lion-taming 
Of Herr Julius we observe 

With applauding and acclaiming— 
And admire his magic nerve— 

In the London Hippodrome, we 
Are delighted (for a change) 

That to deeds across the foam we 
Can allow our eyes to range, 

We behold a bolder Lion's 
Forward mark upon its trail— 

One which no terrestrial science 
Can compel to cower or quail. 

Yes, while Julius we're acclaiming, 

We esteem it good to know 
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II, 


While—in Hippodrome still smiling— 
We to “‘ giddy Ostend ”’ fare, 

To disport with a beguiling 
‘*‘ Absent-minded Millionaire,” 

Still with loving thoughts persistent 
Dwell our anxious hearts on one 

Who, in regions far more distant, 
Has a sterner race to run, 

So, amid our transient pleasure, 
Good Director Moss we praise, 

For a scheme that, in a measure, 
Our acute concern allays, 

While the Absent-minded Midas 
Gives us mirth, we hail the wires 

That the Hippo.-staff provide us: 
For both John and Pat’s desires, 


And Llewellyn's and Macgregor’s, 
Are—the earliest news to glean 
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“The Absent-Minded 
Beggar.” 


“Sir Arthur Sullivan’s setting of 
e Absent-minded Beggar ” is rapidly 
ting to be the best known tune in 
geting, Au ingenious resident of 
has taught a bullfinch to whistle 

it.” —Vide Press. ] 


Trat this song has done greatest good, 

To dispute I am sure none would ; 

Folks give much cash—from poor to 
swell— 

And now a bird gives notes as well! 














Denmark’s Present to our 
Troops. 


(The steamer Christian IX. is bring- 
ing to London from Copenhagen 100 
boxes containing 12,0001b. of butter, the 
present of the Danish farmers to the 
English troops. A large subscription in 
money goes with it.] 


THE “‘ milk of human kindness ”’ this, 
Worked wp in form that’s very nice ; 

Our Tommies will think of the Danes 
When they demolish ame aie slice ! | 











Sen 4 Work at ‘Reamer, | 


THE Yorkshires and New Zealanders, 
Rifle on arm, lie grim and still, 
And face death’s fateful messengers 
Behind the low wall on the hill. | 


Meanwhile a second force of Boers 
Creeps up and on, each stealthy form 

Hides, glides, and his advance secures, 
Resolved that salient hill to storm. 


And now a ’vantage point is won, 

They pause for breath; together then 
All start their final rush upon 

Our Yorkshire and New Zealand men. 


But these upleap and rout the foe 
(So slim, but so unsavoury), 

Giving with glittering steel a show 
Full of New ZrEat anp bravery. 





| dum, sorties 4 la Ladysmit 
| think the lyddites and shrapnels are off, sir.” 
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THE EFFECT OF THE WAR ON SUPPLY. 


Mild Individual.—" And—ah—what entrées have you, waiter?” 
Waiter (with a reeoork salute).—‘* We've boar’s head and Kruger sauce, ko 
Cronjes on toast, maxims and howitzers A la 


———— 











For Tommy’s Tympanum, 


I WANT your ear, my ‘“‘ Tommy ” dear, 

Come over here—come very near ; 

I’m friendly now, you needn’t fear, 

Your “‘ Letters home to friends,’’ I hear, 
Are “‘ posing’ in the papers. 

And from their proud position there 

Are courting comments most unfair, 

Giving the foe a mouth to swear 

And ask that Crescent, Bird, or Bear 
Might cut some crushing ‘capers.’ 


With ink your heart may freely flow 

But only let your mother know 

How things have gone, and how they'll go, 

And don’t bring down your leaders low 
With “ Bottle’s ”’ little bayonet. 

Without intent, this gives away 

To those who hope you'll “‘ bite the clay ’— 

To all who'd bury British sway, 

That winning game, you’ve gone to play ; 
Let not home-writing stain it. 


Opinions individual tell 

Of what you think is ill, or well; 

But should not public thought impell 

To make your views of fighting spell 
Out “ ract”’ for castigation. 

So Tommy dear, just drop a tear, 

Do cautious scribbling, and be clear, 


And give your “ Bosses ” “ hear” and “ cheer,” 


And “ charge ”’ me if I’m too sever: 
AY : envi is yf mm" nation 





Ballad of the Split Infinitive. 





jes 4 la Dum- 
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THE LITTLE WORD “TO” LAMENTS ITS DISJUNCTION 


“Sppan” meets “SpHene.”’—Of two evils choose 


; 


THY . 
v¥ HEN 


SHORTER 


FROM THE VERB, 


Sap is my heart, O darling Verb, 
As if I perforce had drunk 

Some bitter drink, from some bitter herb 
Distilled by some dismal monk. 

With thee the bridegroom, and me the bride — 
Two words that chime as one— 

It was wisely ordered that, side by‘side, 
We our placid career should run. 

In printed works, or in MSS., 
We were comrades meant to be: 

But the vandal loons of the modern Press 
Have dissevered thee and me ! 


O, darling Verb, I am lone and lorn ! 
For my tender form, that leaned 

On thy stronger frame, has from thee been torn 
By the recklessly-writing fiend. 

From my spouse divorced I repine and sulk, 
Being horrified—I who clung 

To thy staunch support—by the frigid bulk 
Of an adverb between us flung! 

Each for each—as old Lindley willed— 
Oh, the purest love had we ; 

But the anti- purist our joy has killed— 
He has sundered thee from me! 
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I must work with ali my might 
Day and night. : 
Oh, shall Britain knuckle under 
To the Boer— 
While the “ friendly ’’ nations wonder e 
More and more ? . 
Why, the dream of it were treason, ; 
And the height of all unreason, 
For l’ve ‘‘ muddled through ” this kind 
of thing before! : 

















All unready, unsuspecting, i 
I was taken by surprise— 
Nor with war was I connecting 
Master Kruger’s war supplies. 
1 my Statesmen’s skill relying, 
I unwisely took my ease, 
Till I heard the Boer defying 
My dominion ‘cross the seas. 
Then I thought, ‘‘ He is but bluffing, 








He nsider war-like cufhing 
Imp te; i 
: 
H no } man, ld, erratic, 
ut @ 1 po ma 
| + “* 
i iliizx U jar i) lid not 6) te 
Just for spite. 
So I found it most surprising 
Tur} + P ° 
vynen that B Cr. 
n V rising 
=! ] vvar | 
: : 
i Was L1T as onished ; 
That he would not be admonished 
et Pico Be a a : ca A 
Add | re mu idied through this Kind 


of thing before! 
So to those who think my burden 
Is too great for me to bear, 
would say that Britain’s guerdon 
Is the prize of those who dare, E 
Though I see the friendly nations / 
Keenly watch with hungry eyes, . 
They will meet with tribulations 
Ere they rob me of my prize. 
or I'm still the foremost power 
On the sea— 
{nd the mightiest must cower, y 
You'll agree, ( 
While I hold the world of water ; 
With my warships, built for slaughter! 
Though they all may snarl at me, 
I am free! 
And this Boer I mean to master, 
Aye, and more 
hrough disaster and disaster 
I shall score— 


gna ey 














_ —— _—— _ - <> ’ ] 17 ; , 
For my pow’r will not diminish, 
CAUSE AND EFFE< I mean fighting to a finish 
my } } ' ; } , o 4 , And I’ve ‘*muddled through” this 
i i iit C/it? ‘ ee haf ri . i ‘ | ADOT! nadie » ] £ + n - } f ' 
kind of thing before! 
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| John Bull’s Burden. ind my fame will not diminiah A Brilliant Idea. 


iN Bou Il ha een ti hter places, Inky.—‘*I’'m going to bring out a 
= May tency woes my ouraen \nd have won severer races, weeklv periodical that will be like no 
Is too great for meto bear ve, I’ve “ muddled through ”’ this kind other.”’ 
That my Fanpire’s tinal guerdos . f thing before. Winky.—‘* What’s the brilliant idea?” : 
Is destruction and despair Inky.—* Why, it won’t contain a word ‘ 
But they'll find that they're mistaken : Th | ition I'll examine, about war.”’ 
I've a broad back and astrong I will see just how I stand— 
Though they think I’m luck-forsaker There's the evil form of Famine - — 
They will find that they are wror Stalking proudly through the land. 
For I mean to struggle through it And with war, the fiercest, sternest, A Last Resource. 
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yway All my aAY if overcast . 
Wi) t} en do 3 le it But I’m bitterly ‘‘“A wounded Dutchman states that 
vbat there tO do 111 do it, mu in bitterly in earnest, a: a . Peg age a : 
} } } , 150 bovsof Grevy’s Cullege, bloenifontein, 
hl pay, And I'm bound to win at last . . ’ : 
Wiel t of ‘ , T ‘ .. 78 ¢ ' had been commandeered, armed, and 
by : ) ’ rmca ire, > saa veen rip I J load t tre uble + + t} i ’ 9 AF , 1) 7h ) | 
Brit la rita treasure Firm and tight sent to the front. vide 17a) iper. | 
| , | : my efforts I redoubl Ir they’re reduced to straits like this, 
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Jous HoLtiiGsHEap’s benefit was a splendid 
re-association of old favourites who helped to 
keep the sacred lamp of burlesque brightly 
burning at the Gaiety some 20 years ago. 
How that assembly upon the stage of the 
Empire last Tuesday vividly recalled those 
merry times! The famous and inimitable 
quatrain, Nellie Farren, Kate Vaughan, E. H. 
Some, and Edward Terry, were present. The 
programme ranged over many selections. The 
trial scene from Pickwick appeared to afiord 
the greatest satisfaction. It was short and 
crisp. Chevalier uttered a few lines reminiscent of Hollingshead’s 
career, and presented him to the audience. Mr. Hollingshead 
spoke a few words of thanks for all that had been that day done 
for him. The entertainment was aptiy terminated by the gift of 
his portrait in oils. This was presented by Charles Morton on 
behalf of the profession, who had met there to do honour to dear, 
brave old Soak. 


At the Queen’s Hall afternoon concert next Saturday the original 
version of the introduction to Act3 of Tamnhduser will be performed 
for the first time in England. Herr Georg Liebling will play his 
new pianoforte concerto, and Miss Lillian Blauvelt will sing. 

In view of the great Yachting Exhibition at the Royal Aquarium 
attracting vast crowds, Mr. Ritchie has added several important 
novelties to the great central stage performances. Amongst them 
a turn that is to be a marvel to the huntsman living, 
namely, a standing jump of 16ft. by a horse of 16 hands over 
hurdles 5ft. high, with the renowned Nellie Reid on his back. 
Miss Reid will also give an elaborate exposition of high school 
riding, and an Dement 4 exhibition of high jumping over poles, 
etc. The horses engaged are “ Chief,” a perfect charger and 
chestnut gelding by “‘ Prince Charlie,” bred by Her Majesty the 
Queen at Hampton Court Stud, and “ Shamrock,” a brown gelding 
“Aughrim.” ‘“ Chief" is said to be the handsomest horse in 

ngland. 


The sixteenth anniversary of Cruft’s great annual show of dogs 
will take place at the Agricultural Hall, Islington, on February 14th, 
15th, and 16th. The programme of — contains classes for every 
known variety of dog; indeed, everybody should procure a copy of 
Cruft’s schedule, which can be obtained by sending a postcard to 
the Agricultural Hall, if only to improve his knowledge of dog flesh. 
An idea of the oy sage of this show may be gathered from the 
fact that no fewer than 100 championships are offered by the Kennel 
Club, and 70 prizes by the Ladies’ Branch of the Kennel Club, in 
addition to special prizes by the Duchess of Newcastle, Lady Angela 
Forbes, Countess of Warwick, rom sagen Chichester, Lady 
Cathcart, Lady Reid, Lady Granville, y Arthur Grosvenor, Mrs. 
Hall Walker, Mrs. Tottie, Mrs. Hughes, and other members of the 
aristocracy too numerous to mention. There is in connection with 
Cruft’s annual show ashow of Warriors’ Dogs, the property of officers, 
N.C.O's, and men of Her Majesty's forces, in aid of the “ Absent- 
Minded Beggars’’’ fund, and the fees in this section, together with 
the money taken at the doors, will be devoted to that fund without 
deduction. The friends of men at the front owning dogs are specially 
invited to enter them in aid of the fund. 


An interesting coloured plate was published by the Army and 
Navy Gazette on the 3rd inst. It depicts types of the Honourable 
Artillery Company of London, and shows the uniforms of officers 
and men clearly. The picture is of especial interest at this time. as 
this famous corps has supplied a battery for South Afr a 

& or rf v. ¢ e . » 4 , it neria 7 


PUN. 








Feeevary 6, 1900. 














Cavrrs Commentanres.— Charles Cruft’s colossal canine 
carnival commences contemporancously, comprising countless 
captivating champion canine curiosities, contentedly couching, 
carefully-curied, curiously-clipped creatures; complacently con- 
templating company congregated; charming costumes, cooki 
comestibles, cheerful comrades. Certainly Charles Cruft’s es He 
congress commands continuous charm. 
a e@ The Alhambra pro- 
gramme is at present quite 
up to sample, the most 
recent addition being Miss 
Amelia Stone, a character- 
istic American soubrette, 
with three character songs 
andalivelymanner. With 
such nice-shaped girls as 
Amelia the stress and 
strain of life is much 
Amelia-rated, and it is 
very kind of her to be 
there. Most of the turns 
are so good that it seems a 
kind of meanness to par- 
ticularise, but Misko with 
his “singing” pony is quite 
funny, to say nothing of 
the cleverness of himself 
and his beasts— quite a 
little circus he is. The 
Rambler Juggling Com- 
pany is also capital. 
Patriotism is well to the 
fore, and the two excellent 
and picturesque ballets 
Napoli and Soldiers «f the 
Queen (the latter with a 
new turn or two given to 
it) are better as a substi- 


mesa / | | a tute for butter at breakfast 
_ Sa 





} 
pee a{\°* than even marmalade— 
? [4 we 5 they are jam. 
Lt The successful panto- 


mime, Puss in Boots, is 
approaching the last weeks 
of its run at the Garrick 
Theatre. On Saturday last 
several new features, including new songs, new dances, and fresh 
imitations were introduced. Miss Ethel Sydney has been making 
studies of some very popular artistes, of whom she gives imitations. 
Her dainty, good-natured illustrations of the methods peculiar to 
some of her fellow actors and actresses have pleased the Garrick 
audiences. Mr. George Gray and Mr. Robb Harwood give yet more 
of their ludicrously funny imitations. Bellonini introduces in the 
Palace scene his celebrated troupe of trained dogs and cats; and 
Mr. Edward Lauri has a new song as well as ‘‘ Dame Elastique.” 
Mr. Charles Lauri gives another of his extraordinary animal types 
—the black poodle; and Miss Florence Lloyd has been provided 
with two new and charming songs. 


AT THE ALHAMBRA. 


A Briiuiunt SToxE. 
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The Happy Despatch ; or, New-Humouring 


the British Public. 
A FARCE. IN SEVERAL FLASHES. 
Scene: The War Office. 
Dramatis PERsonz :— 


Lord Lansdowne ........-.++++++ A Light Comedian. 
Lord Salisbury .....ccccccceces A Sardonic Humourist. 
The Duke of Devonshire.......... A Pretty Wit. 
BPs GB so occ ettsccdibecces A Practical Joker. 

AND 
Mr. A. 0. Balfour ccccccccccces - A Player-upon-Words. 


(Curtain rises and discovers a conversation in full swing.) 


Balfour.— Of course, it will be necessary to publish some of the 
d hes, but not all. A surfeit of information would have @ very 
effect upon the public mind.” 
Lansdowne.—* Precisely. Now, my idea is this, we take the 
despatches and shake them up in a hat. Then we will pick out one 
or two and publish then [ don’t think I can say fairer than that 
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Devonshire-—“‘I really don’t much care. But your way seems 

fair and reasonable.” 4 
7 .—‘*I don’t know; I rather think there should be some 
method. I don’t like trusting quite to chance.” 

Balfour. —“ Nor 1; surely we can hit upon some system calculated 
to keep the public amused. What's your view, Goschen ?” 

Goschen.—** Well, 1 fancy the public would rather hear of the 
victories, myself. Certainly there are not many of them: but I’ve 
always found myself that ‘alittle British victory goes a d—— long 
way.’ % 

Lansdowne.—** Really, Goschen! really! I'm surprised.” 

Goschen.—“ Oh, ah, yes! Isee what you mean. But it was a 
quotation, you know. ‘A Little British Army,’ a really excellent 
and very patriotic poem, by Kipling, I believe, or the Poet La-reate.” 

Balfour.— George R. Sims, I rather think.” 

Goschen.—‘‘ Yes, 1 remember. You're right! I knew it was by 
one of them.” 

Lansdowne.—“ Then you don’t think the hat-trick would be 
advisable ? ” 

Salisbury.—“ Hardly. Of course, as an idea it is excellent, like all 
your ideas, but impracticable, I’m afraid.” 

Lansdowne.—* Then I don’t know what to suggest.”’ 

Balfour.—‘*‘ I have it. Doesn't Buller say somewhere that there 
will be an attack on some place or another on Tuesday fortnight ?” 

Lansdowne.—‘“‘ Yes! I remember, Lion Kop is, I believe, the 
name of the place.” 

Balfour.—* Very well, then, publish that!” 

Salisbury.—“ But 1 don't quite see——”’ 

Balfour. Why, it will give the public something to think of 
for a fortnight.” 

Salisbury.—‘‘Irue. So it will. I never thought of that.” 

Goschen.—‘‘ Then there was an address to thetroops. Didn't the 
phrase occur ‘ We are going to relieve Ladysmith. There will beno 
turning back?’ It rather took my fancy at the time.” 

Lansdowne.—“ Yes, 1 think Buller did say something to that 
effect. But wouldn't it be risky to publish it?” 

Goschen.—“* Why ?” 

Lansdowne.—‘* Well, there has been a good deal of turning back, 
and suppose it should happen again ?” 

Salisbury.—* Oh, we mustn't look on the dark side of things. A 
cheerful optimism I find is the best policy. What do you say, 
Devonshire ? ”’ 

Devonshire.—* Oh, if you ask me, I should imagine that if 
Lansdowne were to invent the despatches it would do as well. The 
pene invention couldn’t be much more misleading than the 
truth.” 

Balfour.—“ I’m afraid that wouldn’t quite do. The public’s 
getting very touchy.” 

Lansdowne.—“ Yes, it ‘ pervades the Department, and wants to 
know '—most inconvenient.” 

Salisbury.—“ Well, it knows as much as we do. As I've said over 
and over again, if you haven’t a Secret Service fund of decent 
proportion, how can you possibly know anything? If you want 
facts you must pay for them.” 

Devonshire.—“ Anyway we're getting at the facts of the case now, 
and paying pretty stiffly for them.” 

_Balfour.—** Yes, wisdom after the event! But that, gentlemen, 
he not more precious than rubies.’ I told Bannerman that to his 

Salisbury.—“ Yes, I fancy you touched him up a little. You 
were lucky. Bannerman is an opponent who gives himself away.” 

Goschen.—*‘ You were rather unfortunate, were you not, Salisbury, 
on Tuesday ?”’ 

_ Salisbury.—“ Oh, Kimberley was polite enough ; very nice fellow, 
Kimberley, never unexpected, never unkind, same old platitudes 
sure to be trotted out, and you know where you are. But 
Rosebery—you remember how he has been talking about the 
Wwar——_."” 

Goschen.—‘* Yes, I considered that he had taken up a very high 
tone—a tone suited to the occasion, an Imperial tone——” 

Salisbury. Precisely ! Well, you should have heard him ! 
Asked me to dismiss everybody. Pinned me down to facts. 
When I said I didn’t know, he wanted to know why! And when 
I said the British Constitution prevented me, he spoke disrespect- 
fully of the British Constitution |” 

Au.— No 1!” 

Salisbury.— He did, indeed. Wanted me to alter it. Said all I 
had to do was to ask for the money, and buya new one. I was s0 
upset I couldn’t reply. I wouldn’t have believed it of Rosebery, I 
Wouldn't, indeed.” 

Balfour.—* Well, Reid was pretty rough, too. Went into 
Ancient History, said he wanted to see the Hawkesly letters; fact 
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Lansdowne.—** Well, they succeed. The way Bannerman talks 
about my Department makes me ill.” 

Balfour.—* Yes—but I don’t think he'll talk about it any more. 
I gave it him straight from the shoulder. I pointed out that he had 
been at the War Office without anything very startling happening. I 
mentioned the fact that al] the Army reforms had come from our 
side of the House—all ; see the point ? ” 

ee ou mean——”" 

four.—* y, poor old Bannerman looks u the resignation 
of the Duke of Cambridge as his chéf d'aeurre. yo he daren’t say 
so. You should have seen his face.” 

Salisbury.— Yes, Bannerman’s a poor debater, very poor; he 
§ets into the most remarkable holes in the most ingenuous manner 
ange, Porg when you pull him out publicly he pretends that 

e has just descended from an eminence. Tory tunny fellow, 
Bannerman, but even he wouldn't speak disrespectfully of the 
Constitution.” 

Devonshire.—“ I don’t think that it is our Parliamentary critics 
we need worry about. They argue without a knowledge of the 
facts, and, as we bow] them over one by one, they will be the losers 
and we shall be the gainers by their exhibition of gratuitous 
fatuity. Palpable political dishonesty seldom goes down with the 
— public, fortunately. Anyway, it takes a Gladstone to get 
1t down.” 

Goschen.—“ It seems to me, you know, thet we haven’t made 
enough capital out of the Majuba surrender. It seems to me that 
if we continue to harp on that, call this Gladstone’s war, and talk 
heroics, we shall sweep the board. I, myself, prefer heroics at all 
times.” 

Balfour.—‘‘I fancy Majuba has been worked to death. I do, 
indeed. No, I think the best thing to do is to let them blunder 
on. See how I floored them when I mentioned the fact that our 
Generals had had a free hand.” 

Lansdowne.—*' And that Butler business was very neat." 

Alu.—*“ Ha! ha!” 

Lansdowne.—“ But what did General Butler say? Nothing 
= they simply collapsed. Heaven bless an unfettered Press, 
say I.” 

Balfour.—* Yes, I could see they'd be upset. The general idea 
was that the war had been conducted from London. Ha! ha! 
poor old Bannerman!” 

Devonshire.—‘* You had him rather neatly on that question of 
Policy. To a successful issue, cries Bannerman. What is a success- 
ful issue? Ah, that’s tellings, says Bannerman, and so on. Like the 
Old Bailey—what a splendid witness for the defence in a burglary 
case Bannerman would make.” 

Salisbury.—“ But where they are bound to fail, is in the accident of 
their almost impossible success. Fancy a Liberal Government!" 

Goschen.—“‘Oh, I shouldn't fancy it at all. I shouldn't, 
indeed.” 

Lansdowne. —“‘ And Rosebery out of it——” 

Balfour.—** And Harcourt——” 

Devonshire.—“ Well, if this war were not so serious a matter, I 
should like to see it.” 

Salisbury.—“ Yes, that’s just it. This war is a serious matter. 
And we haven't settled how to deal with these despatches. Some- 
thing must be done.” 

Lansdowne.—“ I'm still of opinion that the hat-trick would be the 
most satisfactory way of dealing with them.” 

Balfour.—“ Why not have a compromise?” 

Salisbury.—“ That blessed word—compromise ! " 

Balfour.—* When you have a despatch or two that can be placed 
humorously, place them so—otherwise the hat-trick by all 
means—— "’ 

Lansdowne.—“ Very well, we'll start now.” 

(He shakes up despatches in hat. They all gather round.) 


(Crrrarn.] 














Mr. Ropert ArTuur revived, at the Princess's, last ‘. 
ca nal , » Se mien bebe waa tatpelatte 
original character as Coupeau 
in his rtoire. A novel feature connected with this revival 
is that it is taking place under, to a certain extent, the wgis of s 
number of prominent temperance advocates, who have 
that in the adaptation of L’Assomoir, under its English guise of 
Drink, they have the finest possible object lesson of the terrible 
degradation brought about in the man who becomes a drunkard. 
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A Srcoxp Edition of Mr. Arthur’s elaborate and artistic panto- 
mime at the beautiful Kennington Theatre was presented on 
Monday. There are fresh dances, fresh songs, and above all, fresh 

micalities by that comic actor, Mr. R. Douglas. 
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“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s” WasHERWwoman. 


Ir is with a somewhat ’eavy ’eart I 
takes up my pen, for the news from the 
front is grave. ‘Ang Spion Kop! I ses, 
for didn’t many of our brave soldiers 
“kop” it in the wurst sense of the 
wurd? But the Boers got ‘‘ wot for,” 
too. At the same time, though Buller 
has taken a step back’ards, it don’t mean 
to say ’e’s goin’ to keep on doin’ it, 
p’raps ’e’s only ’avin’ a ‘‘ breather,” 
*‘restin’ on ‘is Oars,” so to say, an’ | 
maybe by the time you read this, | 
“Great British victory!” will gladden | ig 
your ’earts. | = 

So far as I can make out, the War 
Office ’as been asleep for a long time ; if 
they don’t look out those in orthority 
| will get a rude awakenin’. The fac’ is, 

we’ve been behind ’and in ev’rythink ; 
its like as if I started washin’ on a 
Friday. Where shoud I be? In “ot 
water,’’ an’ that’s where the War Office 
offishals is. 

The Chinese Emperor ’as chucked up 
the throne. A nice place, China! Put 
Sing is the new Emperor; ’e’s 9 years 

| old, an’ I shoud say ’is Sing-in’ days is Bs 
about over; now ’e’s entered into sich a 
|  responserbilities ’e’ll ’ave to Put away ’is 
childish things an’ see to bizness. Pore 
Sing! Of course, Russia is busy over | : 
there, an’ Idessay it will end ina | » 
rumpus. . 
Mr. Justice Grantham an’ the Dean 
| of Durham ’ave been ‘avin’ a little say ; 
| the former accuses the latter of slanderin’ 
| our soldiers from the pulpit by sayin’ t 
| they got drunk when startin’ forthe | J} 
front. Then the Dean ses that the judge 
based ’is charge on newspaper reports, 
an’ sends ‘im a copy of wot ’e calls 
“my simple sermon.” It may be 
“simple” for wot I know; indeed, if 
the judge is right it’s downright silly. 

Parlyment ’as met, an’ there’s a lot to 
tork about; we ort to ‘ear some good 
speeches, it’s very sertin we shall ’ear 4 
lot of bad ’uns. A united front is wot 
we want at this krisis in our ’istory;let | 
patriotism smother everythink else. 
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i , OFF Pils | Thomas will live in the ’earts of the | 
G.T.—“ Oh, my dear fellow, where were your eyes ? | people if ’e isthe means of fillin’ their | 


| F'.A.— Looking towards a pretty girl in the chorus most of the time!” ‘infernal regions” with cheapy’olesome | §& 
' ng 
| food. 


ib ANDERSON ’S 
rT CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


Sir Thomas Lipton ’as started a - 
é DISIL-LUSION, |  skeme so as the poorer classes in London 3 
| Great Tenor.—-‘‘ Did you notice how I held the audience spellbound by my singing ?”’ | shall ’ave good food at cost price. No 4 
Frivolous Acquaintance.—“‘ Er—no !”— | better idear could be thort of, an’ Sir | 

i 








” - SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
” "” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
| For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 
- - TAN GLOSS, or i 
. ” BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear: F 





Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get them. 


Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C-. 











